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account of the wonderful son Pierre was, that she
knew that her sister's happiness would be safe in
his hands.
Ten months more Marie hesitated, and then the
two who had both promised themselves that they
would never marry abandoned their high-flown
ideas, and said yes to happiness.
Marie's brother wrote her a charming letter
from Poland full of understanding. It was as if
Poland itself spoke to tell the Polish girl that she
could do more good to Poland by marrying a
French scientist who happened to be Pierre Curie
than she could by returning to be a schoolmistress
in Warsaw. And, indeed, all that was about to
happen showed that Marie had chosen the right*
So Marie could plan her wedding in all happi-
ness, and what an odd wedding it was to be!
On the 26th of July, 1895, the sun rose in a
clear sky, and Marie Sklodovska with it. Her
beautiful face was lit with joy as she did her
lovely hair and put on her new navy-blue dress
with the striped blue blouse that Casimir Dluski's
mother had given her. She hadn't wanted a real
wedding dress; she was glad to have a new one
because she only possessed one she wore every
day, but she much preferred something useful
that she could wear afterwards in the laboratory.
When she was dressed, Pierre fetched her and
they left by the bus to catch the train to Sceaux,
where the wedding was to be. Down the Boule-
vard St. Michel the heavy horses clop-clopped,
passing the Sorbonne that the two looked at with